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ELECTIONEERING AT RAMSGATE. 

“The fact that his country was squirming in the throes of a General Election, had, up to last Saturday, entirely escaped Poor Pa’s notice, but this in no 
way troubled him. When called upon to make an effort, Papa can travel at the rate of forked lightning. That a political manifesto was expected of him he 
was fully convinced, and the one he has prepared is calculated to paralyze mankind. Pa’s next step was to inflict this terrible scroll upon the public, which he 
did from the steps of a bathing machine at Ramsgate. His audience were driven almost frantic, but, being seabound, had to make the best of a bad job.’’—Tootste. 


A STUDY IN BLACK. a See ae: WITCHCRAFT. 
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V9.9 3 \ a2) ‘ A bel A HORRIBLY cruel and wholly pearson trial, that 
= \ = took place on March 10th, 1662, at Bury St. Edmunds, cost 
two unhappy. old women their lives. But they were only 
hanged—not tortured first and then burnt alive, as others 

had been for the same “crime,” witchcraft. 
They were widows, and their names were Rose Cullenden 
and Amy Duny. They had, it was alleged, bewitched seven 
rsons, among whom was William Durent, a baby in arms, 
William’s mother, Dorothy Durent, having occasion to 
leave her home for some hours, left William, the babe, in 
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Noss t ee \\ \ the care of Amy Duny, promising her for her trouble one 

} | nny. When the mother returned and took William home, 


e, in the night, “fell into strange fits of swooning, and so 
continued for divers weeks.” 

William's mother further said that “she did go to a cer- 
tain Doctor Jacob, of Yarmouth, who had the reputation to 
help children that were bewitched.” This wiseacre advised 
her “to hang up the child's blanket in the chimney corner 
alt-lay, and at night, when she put the child to bed, to put 
it into the said blanket, and if she found anything in it, she 
should not be afraid, but throw it into the tire.” 

A shocking statement then follows :—"“ At night, when 


‘Tis true that Bubbles wi A ; the deponent took down the blanket, there fell ont of the 

fo aeecee s was only down at the seaside Back on the sands, under a powerful sun,and the deed Too great for Stiggins and Bumper to withstand. a be . , secant 
ae Harta but what of that? What was to pre- should be done. But then it was rather unfortunate Bubbles, on his way to his diggings, wonders why same a great toad. which ran upand down au he ants au 
fin burnin “yu t tting a good. honest. old fashioned for Bubbles to have fallen asleep before his task had everyone stares at him, but, on his arrival there, she, having a vonng lad only with her in the house, desires 
few houra of laying on his— well commenced. The tewptation for mischief was — finds out but teo well. | him to catch the toad and throw it into the five, which the 


youth did accordingly, and held it there with the tongs; and as 
soon as it was in the fire it made a great and horrible noise, and 
after a space, there wasn flashing in the fire like gunpowder, and 
a noise like the discharge of a pistol, and thereupon Ae toad was 
ho more seen nor heard than if there had been none there.” 

This wretched reptile died, of course, as any toad would have 
done, and burst and spiuttered as before now have Christian 
martyrs at the stake, 

The next dav she swore a young kinswoman of the witch told 
her that the witch was “ina most Inmentable condition, having 
her face all scorched with fire, and that she was sitting alonein her 
house in ber smock.” Going to see the injured woman, Mrs, Dany 
(the “witeh") said that her visitor wos the cause of the misfor- 
tune, but that she, William's mother, would live to see some of her 
children dead and herself using cratches, 

Shortly afterwards, Mrs, Duarent’s daughter fell ill and died, as 
Mra. Dany had prophesied, Not long after its death, the mother 
“was taken with aluneness in both her legs from the knees down- 
wards.” But we read “after she had gone upon cratches for 
upwards of three years, and went upon them at the time of the 
assizes, When she gave her evidence, upon the jury's bringing in 
their verdict, by which they said that Amy Duny was found guilty, 
to the admiration of all persons, the said Dorothy Durent was 
restored to the use of her limbs, and went home without making 
use of her crutches.” 

There is much else very curious in this case, which we must pre- 
serve for a future occasion. 

. e °. ° e . 
WIRE FROM THE WILDS, 

it as cum at Iaret, thatt is the pirait from the mane. mean small 
(that's tater shop) av told im itt wil bea worm time iff ma an ant 
cam bak, e sai blud an thunder threw a speekin trumpit wot e use 
for conveshashing there manguledd copsies wil scater the carpett 
o mi thats them at the dore. 

(Next week, “ More Mummery.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 


®,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Very, very sorry, PHONOL, But we don't see how we can, Thanks 
for your hig Sonniz, Jt's a rather clever plan. Much 

yond us, LITTLE STUDENT, You are very much too deep. 
Certainly te ought to, F.S., Don't you know they will not keep? 
All your sketches, JEM, are clerer, But they're hardly in our line. 
Three half-crowns, A PUPPY OWNER, Or you're subject toa fine. 
Can't you send them back, Miss HARPER? It'sa very common eell, 
Thank you, Boss, for kind inquiry, Snatcher, though, is very well, 
All in time, A BLACKPOOL READER, SLOPER'S bound to come your 
way. Your opinion’s ours, \ WORSEMAN, We prefer it any day. 
Rather rough on you, SELINA, Still, it doesn't matter much, Write 
again more plainly, Joey, Your epistle wh | be Dutch, Any 
dookstall, J. 8. BATHWICK. No, we cannot tell you, KYLE, Sorry, 
MEG, we cannot use it, But it's hardly in our style. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—_ 

Snob (meeting his tailor in crowded pat ay carriage). Haw, 
Snipson, you here? Howdo? Ky-the-way, this last coat you made 
isn't such a good fit ns it might be. You look at it, will you? 

Tailor (aeoly) Well, perhaps it isn't. You'd better bring it 
round and have it altered. By-the-by, as you twé/l talk business, 
how much longer am | to wait for a settlement of your paltry 
little account? e* 

s 


ONE would almost suppose nearly the whole of the feathered 
tribe to be inveterate invalids, to judge from the fact that were we 
able to understand their languige and question themas to the state 
of their health, nine out of ten of them would reply that they felt 
“a bit chippy this merning.” + « 

J 


Mrs. Clumberbump, What an awful expensive suppository that 
new picture shop is! 

Mr. Clumberbump, Expensive! 

Mrs. Clumberbump, Yes, Mr. C., his prices were quite abnormal, 
I went in yesterday, and he wanted a hundred guineas for what he 
acknowledged was an old master, so Heaven only knows what he 
would have commanded for a new one, 

** 


* 
“My bonny Trish lass,” | wrote— 
The verse appeared, alack : 
An N was dropped in bouny— 
Now Vin ou that printer's track, 
* * 


* 

Walker, Which is the cheaper, Mr. Kaufinmaker, cremation or 
the ordinary method of interment ? 

AKanfinmaker, Well, that depends; but IT hope you have not 
suffered a bereavement. 

Walker. No, not exactly, But my boy Tommy has bought a 
revolver, and | always like to be prepared for eventualities, you 
know. ** 

* 


THERE'S no doubt that that dear gal Tootsie hasn't lost as much 
as half an ounce of her popularity. Last year, when she was at 
Margate, she always used the same bathing machine. And now 
what do you think?) An enterprising Johnny has bought that 
machine and made it into snuff-boxes, with the picture of the 
pretty darling in a salt sea costume on the lid. They sell by 
nillions, ee 

. 


Overheard at a supper table, 
Old Fashioned Party. You shouldn't laugh so loud, Charlie, it’s 
awfully bad form. 
New Fashioned Party, What d'ye mean? Why, if T didn't make 
a row, people would take me fora waitaw. Ha! ha! ha! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 498.—The “ Ramsgate Bathing " Costume. 


Poet, She literally hung on my lines. 

Friend. Hung on your lines? You talk 
asif she were clothes pegged out to dry 
after waching. 


OFF MARGATE. 
The London steamer coming in, 
and not a bit of looking-glass to 
arrange their hair. 


19 


First Fair One. I say, girls, Blitherliead is going to be married to Norah All- | 


cheek. 
Second Fair One. Who told you ? 


First Fair One. Oh, Carrie” Flatfoot told Ada Laugheye, Ada Laugheye told 
Alice Mountjoy, Alice Mountjoy told Flo Misfit, and Flo Misfit told me. 


confidence, you know, for it’s a great secret. 


Horror of Snubbs. Thirty miles 
home, and the last train just gone. 


Bye 


ANOTHER OF 'EM 


Tie Kaungarook. 


All in 


(Saturday, July 9, 1892, 


Masherly. That fellow ! why, he’s one of the commonest and ms; 
illiterate men 1 have ever had the misfortune to enceunter, \ 
swell! Ha, ha! you must be joking, old fellow, you really must 

Funniman, \'m serious, my boy, upon my soul ; but I didi't . 
he was a swell—I said he moved in the best society, and su hie die. 
—furniture. ** 

THE bachelor watched the benedict disappear into the shelter «: 
his home. One minute later, the shadows cast on the wind... 
blind caused him to wipe away a gathering tear, His fair vou... 
wife is pressing a cool kiss of welcome upon his hot parched |). 
he said. What a picture of domestic felicity—of connubial bi... 
Fool! he knew not that an elderly and suspicious spouse wa, 
exercising her sense of smell by endeavouring to find out the ex 
beverage upon which her worse half had been guzzling hin, 
intu a beastly state of “ Lemme-sleep-in-my-bootsity. x ; 


. 
TELL me not in penny numbers 
Life is but an empty dream, 
For I'm going to spend a tanner 
In a blow out of ice cream. 
OT Foungfellow, 


Husband. My dear, T was sadly tempted to buy a rather cheap 
piece of art puttery to-day—it was really a sweetly pretty ltue 
vase. 

Wife. Pretty, John, did you say? Well, it’s as well you didn’, 
it couldn't have been art pottery, you know. 

se 


s 
SHE was reading, “ Better fifty years of Europe than acvcle of 
Cathay,” from * Locksley Hall," and he remarked that he was un. 
aware Cathay had gone in for competing with Coventry. 
ss 


+ 
Sillinger. It is nonsense for you to talk about women's clubs jn 
the way youdo, They area power in the laud, 
Buffer, Rubbish! Nonsense: Bosh! 
Sillinger. Then, by Jove! | wish you could feel my old woman's 
club when she pounds me for coming home late from the lode 
and keeping her up. +" ‘i 


Client. 1 want a house, if you have such a thing, in a thorough. 
fare where there is no tramway and where the traius are never 
likely to run, 

House Agent. Hum !—ha !—yes, just so, How would Half Moon 
Alley suit you? +" 


HERE's a good one for you. Why is it fairly enfe to suppose 
that all gersope walkers are in fairly affluent circumstances! 
It’s very easy—what, you all of you give itup? Well, because it's 
absolutely necessary for them to keep a good balance. Who shied 
that brick? *.* 


Mother. Johnnie, have you cleared your plate already? Oh, 
dear! oh, dear! I do wish you'd learn to eat properly. 

Johnnie, Well, give us some more puddin’, mamma, and !'!l 
practise. *,* 


Magistrate. You are rather a ponte witness, my boy. Do you 
understand the nature of an oath? 

Juvenile Witness. Lor’ bless yer! rather! Why, I'm a printers’ 
boy, sir. +. 

Poor Esmeralda Snooklet has grown e0 ridiculously stout that 
when I first saw her bathing at Sloper-Sur-Mer 1’m hanged if | 
didn't mistake her for the harbour, buoy. 


e 
For hours and hours togethet 
In the very hottest weather, 
He could mow the tennis lawn with right good will; 
But if asked to do some weeding, 
Which the ground was sadly needing, 
He'd tell you the exertion made him ill. 


7 
She. Poor fellow! I'm truly sorry for him, he loves her madly. 
He. Madly, eh! well, when one comes to consider that she’s got 
twenty thousand a year in her own right there doesn’t seem to be 
much madness about his passion. Loves her wisely would be a lot 
nearer the mark in my opinion, _ 


= 
“THAT there gal is the ignorantest, unmannered lot as ever 
turned out o' Whitechapel. She ain't no laidy, Why, last Toosday, 
when we was down at Hepping, I'm blest if she didn't think 
oysters was big winkles,and wanted to take ‘em off with a hair-piu. 
. 
* 
Tootsie. Lardi has got an engagement at the Duke's, 
Jottie, Really? 1s it a good part? : 
Tootsie. Oh, no, She only changes her dress three times ail 
through the piece. “7° 


ScENE—Jeweller'’s Shop, 
Enter Young Man, Er—er—ah !—er—er—I—er—er—hem, hem! 
—cer—er— . 
Jeweller, Would you prefer a dress ring ora buckle, sir? We 
are selling a number of plain buckle engagement rings now. 
oe [Sale effected. 
s 


A CHORUS girl has thus been recently defined. “A female res-a- 
glass-of-port-wine-thank-you biped, endowed with reason and a 
mustard coloured friz, she is generally to be distinguished from 
other females by the assertive osculation of her skirt, the breadth 
of her smile and the superabundant diameter of her gold locket. 

** 


* 
Dramatic Star (selecting “ Opinions of the Press.”), What can 


| we do with this—“ Her acting is most unearthly Baus 


Dramatic Agent. Er—er—er— unearthly? Why, of course. 
“Her acting is most heavenly.” 
id 


* 
Unenlightened Wretch. What does “R. A. O. B.” stand for! ; 
Member of Ancient Order of Buffaloes, ‘Cos they aint mace™ 
sit down, | expect. * 
s 


“THANK you very much,” remarked Uncle Boffin, as the p lit? 
fisherman, in answer to his inquiry, told him the name of the tines 
white maggots he was affixing to his hook for the purpose «! " 
snaring the wily roach, “thank you very much, sir. Now I kuow 
why angling is so frequently alluded to as “the gentle art. 

* 


HE gave me a “ moral "he called it a“snip”; 
1 paid him his fee: bet my book on his tip. 


The horse crawled in lame—just a furlong behind— 
And my faith in morality’: flown to the wind. 
ss 


* 4 
First Clubman, Clever? Ah, she was, T grant you, old clans 
regular adventuress, You know the Moneysase's, dont you : 
regularly fascinated ‘em, poor fellows '—father and son propo 
to her the same evening. ts 
See md Clubman, Ha, ha! she must have meant to make sur 
one, it’s really a funny idea, though. : ; nef 
First Clubman, Isn't it?) Regular case of hereditary insan' 
call it. ae 


“THERE are three separate inicrences to be drawn i 
circumstances that you have found your yard dog poisoned. rae tD 
you have a neighbour who selfishly prefers slothful ur et ak 
what Byron has touchingly alluded to as ‘the watchdogs Her 
bark’; a burglar is meditating a raid upon your premises. 
daughter is carrying on a clandestine flirtation with a yours 
with no credit at his breeches makers.” — Sleper's [ni 
Philosophy, Vol. XI, Chap. VII., Page 285. 
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Saturday, July 9, 1882.) 
TOOTSIE AT HASTINGS. 
_—— 


-wpx Ma's ma was yet a coy and winsome thing, Ma's ma’s ma 

W hes ete oy eo Hanings, This was subsequent to the land- 
(ushi Nek ws ng of the Conqueror 
and thedeath of Harold, 
but it was yet a long 
while ago “when the 
century was in ite 


Ma has a book in 
which the attractions 
of what even then was 
a fashionable resort are 
described, Stage 
coacles, waggons and 
hoys then regularly 
pore to and from 

ondon, and there was 
a daily post. There 
were nearly twenty 
bathing machines, and 
the sea was_ perfectly 
clear and free from 
weeds “or anything 
disagreeable.” At the 
“Swan Inn” was “a 
suitable assembly room 
with a gallery for 
music.” The assem- 
blies were weekly 
durin, the season. 
“Cards and tea drink- 
ing, with other inno- 
cent amusements,” 
filled up the remainder 
ofthetime. The library 
is described as “a very 
respect able one,” and the guide-book young man says “as it fronts 
tie set and bathing machines, and is supplied with newspapers and 
other accommodations, it is much frequented, and universally 
aitnired as an agreeable lounge.” Whether the other accom- 
ations included telescopes and opera glasses is not stated. 

A poet of that day, speaking of ladies bathing, gushed tbusly— 

“e © Here so many queens of love we see 
Caress the waves and wanton in the sea.” 
fut a prosaic ruffian thought differently. “ How humiliating !" he 
cries. “They appear more deplorable than so many corpses in 
shrouds,” [must say some female persons don’t look well wet. 
There are exceptions, though, and I refer you to one of the accom- 
pinving illustrations, wherein your Tootsie and the sisters Good- 
enough and Longsox are depicted toying with the ocean's foam 
aud indulgin 
in innocent, i 
not even child- 
like, gambols, 

Hastings has 
changed a good 
deal since the 
time of Wil- 
linm LL, or 
William = TV, 
either, [am 
het quite sure 
whether Bo- 
peep, the Old 
Woman's ‘Tap 
and the Cone 
yueror's Table 
are still in exise 
tence, for Lhave 
not been te see 
them, Some 
of the famous 
castle still 
stands,and,oh! 
what a hill it / 
isto getup. It 
Was nearly the 
death of Billy, 
who, for pecus 
Miary rea-ons, 
did the journey 
on foot. The 
Lover's Seat 
is yet ou view, and which Ma's guide says visitors to 
Hastings never fail to peform a pilgrimage to—“‘youth from 
sympathy, and age to refresh the fading impression of former 
attachments.” The Dook Snook dropped a tear on it, and Billy 
cut a chip off a corner as a souvenir, and [ bought a Detours pe 
describing the history of the lovers the seat was named after. 

Parlight Glen is a delightful place and would be more delightful 
etill if it were not for the ragged vagrants hanging around ; 
Ecclesbourne Glen you should also visit. 
_, You will go to Battle Abbey, of course, and Bodiam Castle, and, 
Wan enthusiastic sightseer, will visit the cnurches of Hastings 
itself. At All Saints’ you will find a brass to the memory of one of 
Tottie Goodenough’s aucestors, and the entry of the baptism of 
Titus Oates, the perjurer. In St. Paul's are some stained windows, 
cheerfully de- 
signed ; you 
may there find 
the slaying o 
the Innocents, 
the Honing of 
St. Stephen, 
the beheading 
of St. Paul and 
St. James, and 
the crucifixion 
of St. Peter. 
We missed a 
few burnings 
and flayings 
alive, otherwise 
nothing 
seemed want- 
ing to while 
away a pleasant 
tive minutes, 

The pier is 
delight—— 


‘The first dip. 


* a 
Something 
very _unplea- 
sant has oe- 
curred. Bob 
has _ returned 
suddenly. 
Lardi and! 
were strolling 
fii Aereealle vouns . on the pier with 
Re Galen pons man, who was conversing about the finding of 
Vivornt iene arold, the Lambeth Mysteries, and musical agents, 
thor tre Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay, Bubbly Joe, 'Appy ‘Arriet 
al topics, when Bob went for his top hat. An awful scene 
+ * 


ree e * * * * 
we ey worse, Bob has found out that Billy and the Dook 


floowin busking on the sands. He says, why should we not 
luur, Wie, £0 the exes of our holiday ; and he is now organizing 
: wat a time is coming ! 


Busking on the sands, 


W 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK PAPA. 
SHE and I grew up together 
Friends, as children often are; 
Still, ere Nellie came to play, 1 
Always had to 
Ask papa. 
Ten years later, and I told her 
She my life could make or mar; 
Prettily she blushed and answered, 
“ Dearest, you must 
Ask papa.” 


But the wedded state's expensive— 
More so than I thought, by far, 
And for frequent little cheques we re 

Now compelled to 
Ask papa, 


—_—_+— 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Jovtnutes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XIV. 
TAPERING OFF, 


ne 4 ¢ tapering off prope fl habs relaeond a 

shou . My ignorance of this after the luckless t 

of caused me hitter and sad distress, i a ages Say 
I awoke that memorable first morning after that memorable tirst 


day. 

l xackes but still my eyes were partly closed. 

There was a sensation at the back of my head as if someone had 
taken my hair in a pair of pincers aud twisted it round with great 
violence. 

I had a ‘confused notion that I had bought a penuyworth of 

ravel fora favourite blackbird, and that I had tried to swallow it, 

y tongue did feel like a gravel ce ; also it was sore, as if some 
one had been walking on it with hobnailed boota in wet weather. 

(Tongues, indeed! I don’t think the Old 'Un's tongue feels 
much like gravel after a beano nowadays. He'd surely be able to 
pull himself together sncey® to know that the smallest pebble 
couldn't reat on it a second. Why, that old taradiddle jerker of 
his always shakes like the funnel of a peuny steamboat.— McG.) 

I went and looked at myself in the glass. Surely those flattened 
radishes on each side of my head could uot be my eara! 

My eyes were so small that they were suggestive of the shy and 
modest cockroach who rests half buried in the suburban baker's 


dough. 

My head—I will not say that it went round and round—on the 
contrary, it seemed to be all edges, and as if each separate edge 
had a private and particular pain in it. I went back to bed. 

“1f | can't get up by 9.3u, I shall get the sack.” 

1 groaned. 

Something had caused a painful blister on my head. It was one 
of my boots, which I had taken to rest with me. 

(I don't so much mind the boots in bed, though, myself, provided 
ALLY isn't in them. But he is such a kicker—particular like when 
4 changes his house, and the new driuks don't agree with him.— 


Rs. 8.) 

My good landlady came in. There need be no suspicious sneer 
she was blind in one eye. 

(There's no doubt about that, anyway. You don't suppose that 
for a brace of seconds any sane woman, with all her faculties 
epost her, es have taken such a bunch of young iniquity in as 
that.— McG. 

“Oh, Mr. SLOPER, Mr. SLOPER !” she said, “and to think that 
I should havea second floorer in my house have to be brought 
home. It’s a wonder that the airy steps dun't raise up against you 
in judgment. Pull yourself together and show Fount t be a 
man.” 

“Mrs. Podger,” said T, “although I hope | shall a!ways be ready 
to do so, still my attire is somewhat light. If you will leave me in 
peace, and only lend me the price of a drink, I will endeavour to 
pall myself together, so as neither to disgrace myself nor the 

riendly roof I lodge under,” 

1 pulled myself together. 

: I mer safely say that 1 know no better than myself as a pullerer 
ogether. 

(It costs us ie a few pence out of the eyed cash to help this 
busiuess on. Why don't Mr, SLOPER try the beach at Blackfriars, 
like the printer's bovs.—MANAGER WITH CASH Box.) 

(Lo be continued next week.) 


ee 


“ONCE UPON A TIME.” 


ONCE upon a time—so the old sweet stories go, 

My bonny love came courting when the shadows linger low, 

He came with joy and gindness, and he kissed me o'er and o'er, 
While the dimpling wavelets rippled on the river's silver shore ; 
He sang a tender love-song, and its echo filled my heart, 

And till now | feel its sweetness, even though we stand apart, 
And in Memory’s silent keeping live those hours at even’s chime, 
When he told me how he loved me only once upon a time, 

Is the dear past all forgotten ?—does he ever dream of me 

When the vesper bells ring softly and the shadows veil the sen? 
Do those sweet songs ever haunt him—do they echo in his heart? 
Is a meeting time far distant—shall we always stand apart? 

Ah! in dreams I often see him, and he sometimes smiles at me, 
With his hand stretched out in weleome—will it ever, ever be? 
Come, my darling, come once more, dear, as you did at even's chime, 
Come and tell me that you love me now as once upon a time ! 


— 


ASSORTED LIGHT READING. 


THERE are very few prisons now in which no librery 13 to be 
found. As most of SLOPER's readers may remember—reading of— 
it is generally the rule to serve out the literature first thing on 
Sunday morning, which works far better, perhaps, than even the 
authorities may be aware, as it gives the gentleman who may get 
the July part of Sunday in the Jug an opportunity of swapping it 
in chapel with the alder of The Bow and Arrow for June, in 
which he is following the harmless serial ; but in the old prison at 
a library has never existed, and “light reading for the 
lagged” would never have been thought of but for the request of 
a few incarcerated birds from London, who, getting no “Sunday 
paper,” begged of the chaplain to let them read something. Now, 
the chaplain was, as many prison chaplains are, a gentleman with 
more heart than salary, and more discretion than either. He knew 
it would be no use appealing for funds to the governor, though 
that official would not have minded his charges having something 
harmless to peruse. So he did the thing out af his qwn poeket by 
buying 2 mixed lot of books out of the “2d. each” box at a second 
hand stall, and, on the following Sunday mornipg, proceeded to 
hand them out while the prisoners were in the gaol yard. 

ands prewe you believe it, those ingrates spurned then ! 

hy 

Well—er—one of them was heard to drop the remark that the 
parson was “snacking at em”; they said, labouring undera wrong 
conviction, that he was chaffing them on their criminal weaknesses. 

Was there any “colour” in the assertion? 

Well, it happened strangely (for they were an odd lot of books) 
that a fellow who was in for horse stealing got “Hints on Stock 
Raising"; another, who had tried, unsuccessfully, to poison his 
wife, got “ Kemshead's Inorganic Chemistry ” ; a counterfeit coiner 
unhappily got “Greenwood’s Metallurgy”; and © poor wretch, 
who was doing ten long years for forgery, received “ How to Write 
a Better Hand in Six Lessons.” 

They handed the books back respectfully, if dejectedly ; and ns 
the good chaplain never looked at anything but “SLOPER” and 
Paddock Life, he never kuew the reason why, 


. 
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THE CONSPIRATORS. 


—_~— 


HE was as mild mannered a young man as ever asked to be 
allowed to look at the * Furnished Apartments” indicated as to let 
by the card 
in the front 
parlour 
window, 
Me acceded 
to Mrs. 
Chivvers’ 
terms and 
took up his 
abode in 
her cottage 
then and 
there. 

But Chiv- 
vers had 
his doubts 
about that 
young man 
—hnot as to 
his finauces, 
because he 
had paid 

for a 
month's 
board and 
lodging in 
advance. 
But Chiv- 
vers was a 
man—he is 
not the only 
one by any 
means, who 
troubled 
himeelf a 
great deal more about other folk’s business than his own. 

“Look’'ee ‘ere, missis," he said one morning to his wife, “that 
chap’s a rum ‘un, Last night, arter we was in bed an’ vou was 
asleep, | heard him trampin’ about the room overhead, and then L 
heerd him say, ‘Just the spot—remote, lonely. Now | can plan 
out the plot.’ Now what do he mean?” 

“Well, whatever he mean, he's got plenty o° means, and nothink 
mean about him. He's payin’ us double what we've ever got afore, 
so I dunna see what cause we've got to trouble about him." 

But even Mrs. Chivvers began to be somewhat perplexed about 
her reticent young man lodger, who avoided all society, took long, 
lonely walks all day,and tramped about his roomall night, mutter- 
rare things to himself, and sometimes stamping his feet. 

ne day, Mr. Jinksley (by which name the Chivverees knew their 
boarder) in 
formed them 
that he ex- 
pected a_visi+ 
<° tor, and in- 
Xt quired if they 
could make 
arrangements 
to put the new 
arrival up. 

The visitor 
came. He was 
an even more 
mysterious 
ove than his 
host. His 
moody brow 
was shaded by 
awide som- 
brero; his hair 
was black and 
long; his lean 
form en- 
veloped in a 
mantle like In- 
verness cape. 
He, too, was 
taciturn and 
preoccupied. 

The lodgers 
took long 
walks to- 
gether,and sat 
together, 
talking, talking, talking, far into the night. At times they con- 
versed in whispers ; at others, their tones were emphatic , at others, 
even impassioned and declamatory. 

Mr. and Mrs. Chivvers resolved to remain inthe dark no longer. 
So they lit a candle, attired themselves scantily, and. creeping 
upstairs. crouched outside the lodgers’ sitting room aud listened. 

Their flesh crawled as they did so! . 

“1 wish the job was over,” said one voice, 

And the other answered—“So do 1.” 

“Well, what are we to do with the girl?” 

“She must be seized and taken to a madhovee, and the fellow 
hit over the head with a bludgeon.” 

“Very well, then, who's to bash him?” 

“Wragsby. Put that down.” 

Mrs. Chivvers only half stifled a scream, The voices ceased. The 
Chivverses scuttled downstairs. ‘There was a muttering, then silence. 

The next morning, Mr. Jiuksley and his visitor departed suddeuly. 
Chivvers and y, 
his wife were * \ Noe 
nervous peo- rT ON ee 
Fo and, from Steen 
ear of the con- 
spirators’ ven- 
geance, re- 
frained from 
speaking tothe 
village police- 
man, 

* * 

Some six 
months 
elapsed, and * 
Mr. and Mrs, 
Chivvers took «\. 
their annual 
trip to London -! 
and paid. their 
annual visit to ° 
the theatre. It 
was the first 
night of anew 
melodrama— _ 
and such a 
melodrama! = 
All the effects = 
of all the pre- 
vious melo- 
dramas and 
a few more 
were mavens 
into it. At the P 
Anh, actors and authors were called, When the latter. who were 
collaborators, appeared, Mr.and Mrs. Chivvers recognized in them 
the mysterious Mr. Jinksley and iis visitor. 


“Now, what do he mean?" 


Took long walks together. 


Recognized them, 


Mr, Boffin (confused by the number of lamp-posts he sees). 
Thish short of thing (Aie) must be looked into when I'm 
‘lected to the County (Aic) Coun 


No, 242.—M1ss ANNIE TRESDALE. 
“T 2eck her love, and [will brook no rival.” 


“ What joy, what rapturous bliss to feel she loves me.” 
—Lord Bob. 


“She's broken quite a thousand hearts, and mine smonug the | 


—The Hon. Billy. | 


(1). * Taminas MeParriteh, you 
dear, wuld Nabby ! 


4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs Jrom thuse 
uf her friends whose portraus have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


—The Dook Snook. 


2. 


qh. 


Shakespeare, Henry V., Act 5, Scene 2. I conceived it would be a pretty conceit if 
the interview was run somewhat on the same lines as that between Princess Katherine 
abd young Harry 

and most fair. Will Peo vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms, Such as will enter at a 
lady's ear And plea 

acting nonsense, Mr. SLOPER——” began Miss Santley. “My dear lady, I was 
coming to the interview—blending the immortal Billy with business, so tu speak.” 
And A. SLOPER, quite abashed, wished’ he had left his regal robes at home. The paid his cavman, quite forgetting about his r 
look of disappointment and embarrassment on the expressive features of the Wreck | ing on to rain in torrents, but his chief anziet; 
was not lost on Miss Santley; her kind heart really felt for the Mildewed One, and | was near closing time, wheu the streets would be 
soon her unimated conversation put him at his ease, and they talked of her former | 


are aconsed of the abominable crime of * Killin’ me dear an! freen. Elder McNab.’ Dear, 
Nae mair feights ; nae mair cursin’s aud sweeriu's ; uae muir breakiu’——” 


“Why. Mr. SLOPER, you have come to interview me fn these regal robes” | 

cried Miss Kate Santley, as she left tue stage uf the Trocaderu aud encountered the | 

Eminent, garbed es a monarch of the Middle Ages, “Tam at a loss to imagine.” | 

“Can you not guess?” “Indeed, uo!” “Then, dear lady, I would refer you to your | (3). And when ke uttere: 
1 


| H 1 | 


ONLY FOR JACK, OF TWO EVILS, ETC.. 
Who is taking her with his instaytaneons camera. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER. 


SY 


of England. Shall we begin? Thank you—ahem! ‘ Fair Katherine, 


his love suit to her gentle heart ?'” “When you bave done 


‘THE ELDER RESUSCITATED. 


) 


“Some more claret, sir?” “No! Bring me the vinegar.” 


—MISS KATE SANTLEY. 


lady on her street piauna song, 
a severely injured foot, 


she used to sing so charmingly as Gabrielle, “ Nobod 
Santley said she would think of it, a smile of sati 
mouth.— 4). And when he reminded Miss Santley how, 
Marjulaine, she used to come on the stage at the Royalty, la 
it occurred to him it was time to gracefully take his departure.—(5). For the 
time that night le wished he had feft those blessed regal robes at home, orthat monare!s 
| of the Middle Ages lad trousers pockets, When departing from Mildew Ccurt he lad 
eturn ; and now not only was it cu 
y was to avoid observatiur, aud it 
flooded with ribalu jukers, wiv 
would not respect the person of a man of even A. SLOPEH'S eminence, ° 


(2). “Nae mair bally nonsense ve hall headed centipede !* roared a familiar voice ; “nor any mair 
crukidile s tears, ye yelpin’ putty faced kangaroos!” 


(Saturday, July 9, 1899, 


Coy deed 


“Yes, dear, I'm on the stage 
and you should see the costume | 
wear, You know the bathing dress 
we wore at Boulogne? well, it's 
like them—without the water,”"— 
Extract srom Letter of Young Lady, 


trintmphs and present suecesses——(2). When, in complimenting the clever litt'e 
he Leard that she had to dance on the first myht wits 
a tear of sympathy trembled on his expressive eyelid.— 
i a wish that she would include in her repertoire the song 
knows as I know," and Mics 
ction played around his rosy 
in the character of La 
den with clocks for sale. 
secuud 


Sutui 


Fl 


would 


Young 
brother 
nat li 
in five n 
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ind upethe Sessrie- 
. , ) iP 


Wy 4 iy 


Yearling - Sele - Inbimidabior- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


display: — At Henley gay the “ Upper T." egies Aock—a sight ta see:—At Wimbledon the 

would take a dozen dissolutions rolled into one, combiued with fifty general elections, to prevent | champions mect And try to one another beat :—Fined but a penny for his freak, Old Denman lends 

the British public from patronizing their old slave in the usual manner. Proceed, please:—7Ze | it. Brava, beak !—Intimidation, ‘pon my word, This conduct seems to me absurd. Oh, happy Henley! 
“right about” the old is sent, Hurrah for the new Parliament !—Buffalo Bill before the Queen | what would I not give to participate in thy festivities. But business, business, the enslaver of all 
Proudly asserts that he has been :—At Hampton Court the other day Of colts was seen a grand | men—and women, too, sometimes—prevents me, Farewell——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


Flectioneering is playing the very deuce with opposition shops. But not so with me. It 


IN A QUANDARY. 


EAVESOROPPING. 
Youngster (who has yur the last ten minutes been listening to his 
brother and the latter's sweetheart). Well, I thought I was a good 
in at lies, bat blow me if my brother Bill can’t work out more 
Wi five minutes than I can in a month, 
a Bo elo 


= a ol 
A DIVING BELLE. 


A SEAsi E : j 
SIDE IRVING Even Mr. Burns’ indnstrious ants at the Horticultural Exhibi- 


Portrait of the seaside ri 
ik _ ne seaside reciter, who has performed before al Gane 
Ktoval Family, at all the Loudon aad peovindial pir “That's my niece's hat, I'm in; but whose is that hand and arm?” tivu work hard for the Old Man, 


aie: 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


TOGETHER with the month and the hot sun of July comes the 

general exudus of holiday makers from Loudon and other large 

towns, It is extraordinary 

what un attraction the sea- 

side proves to be to those 

whose lives, like SLOP: «t's, 

is spent midst the continual 

worry of business. There 

alone can they throw off the 

cares of every-day life, and 

emerge from their shells, so 

to say, without fear of con- 

sequences, It is wonderful 

to what extent a man will 

let himself out when sucking 

in the invigorating breezes 

from thesea, Nothing seems 

to come amiss to him, and 

haughty Bluefirm, the re- 

nowned Mincing Wane tea 

merchant, enters into the fun 

on the sands with a vigour 

that is not to be surpassed 

a ‘Arry and ‘Arriet, of White- 

e SEs: fame, And why 

should he not? The old pro- 

verb, “All work and no play 

makes Jack a dull boy,” is 

applicable to the rich as well 
to the puor man. 


* 

THE Ancient Relic, after 
conferring with the Com- 
mittee of the “Sloper 
Society,” has this day be- 

stowed the “Award of Merit” upon BERNARD QUARITCH 
because he knows Olu Books when he sees'em, “ Feyther,” ventured 
the Cerulean Orbed Alexandry, “I'm glad youre given old Quaritch 
the Diplomey, but don't for a moment think it will pave the way 
to an opening for the sale of the back stock of the ‘HALF ’UN,’ 
‘cos it won't,” At the same moment that the fatal word left the 
lad's lips, the family ginghars alighted with a dead thud on the 
nape of his trousers, Subsequently, there were squeals with a squark 
accompaniment, ew 
s 


THE astute and energetic managing directors of the Empire have 
engaged the versatile Arthur, which his other name is Roberts, to 
chortle there until such a time as he, in due fulfilment of his con- 
tract, is compelled to depart on a provincial tour with Zwo Lovely 
Black-Eyed Susan, Arthur's two songe are just “screaming.” 


* 
BuFFrato BI.t has made yet another addition to his Wild West 
Show, in the shape of a troupe of Gaucho horsemen, ‘The Gauchos 
are natives of South 
America, and are, we 
believe, trained from 
babies to feats of horse- 
manship. The result is 
that the spectator is 
treated to a display of 
riding which is guaran- 
teed to make English 
equestrians turn green 
with bane The luter- 
national Exhibition it- 
self seems to be gaining 
in popularity, and thou- 
sands throng its 
iy nightly. Love- 
iness is, of course, well 
represented, and makes 
the flowers and general 
aspect seem all the 
brighter by its presence, 


s 

WITHOUT expressing 
Qny opinion upon its 
merits from a political 
point of view, A.SLOPER 
takes his hat off to 
“Gladstone aud_ Co., 

Limited (Very Limi- 
ted),” the sixpenny book 
just published by Mrs. 

UDY. The 51 Cartoons by Wm. Parkinson, which it contains, 
are worth sixpence each, and are calculated to make people in 
these Electioneering times, no matter what Party they belong to, 
sit up and snort aloud. oo 

* 

Mr. F. CATHCART, the genial secretary of the Alexandra 
Trotting Club, seems determined that we shall either make a 
fortune or lose one. Last Monday week he again invited us 
to one of his excellently arranged trotting meetings, and——. Well 
we have not yet made a fortune, despite the capital running of the 
Family’s own favourite pony, Miss Sloper's Friend. But everything 
comes to those who wait. At present we are anxiously waiting 


* for horse that will manage to get a little nearer than last when- 


ever we venture to plauk our humble “fiver” upon it. 


s 
“THE divine Sara” has been giving poor inartistic London a 
rare taste of her quality, and Mr, D'Oyly Carte’s magnificent white 
elephant, the New 
English Opera 
House, has been 
filled nightly with 
an audience of 
which, though 
perhaps less than 
one-third is 
thoroughly con- 
versant with the 
French language, 
nevertheless, sits 
entranced, 8 pell- 
bound, by the 
genius of the 
actress, the 
greatest, undoubt- 
edly, of her time. 
One does not have 
the opportunity of 
seeing this great 
tragedienne often, 
her visits to these 
Y shores are indeed 
few and far be- 
tween, but, now 
that she has at last 
been prevailed 
upon to pay usa 
visit, it would be 
almost asin not to 
see her, if only 
once, Madame 
Bernhardt’s act- 
mR ing is almost 
above criticism, though, unfortunately, her selection of plays from 
her extensive répertvire for presentation before a London audience 
isnot, Our illustration is from Sardou's famous play Clevpatra, 


a ne 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


Music hall patrons who did not attend the Thirty-third Anni- 
versary of the opening of the London Pavilion a weex or two back 
missed, as faras music halls are concerned, 

one of the greatest treats of the scason, 

The strength of the programme can be to 

some extent imagined when we state that 

all the available talent in London was 

present, and, needless to say, a splendid 

evening's entertainment was the result of 

theirefforts. By-the-by, weare glad to hear 

that a good dividend 

has been declared for 

the half year,and Mr, E. 

Swanborough is to be 

congratulated on the 

success attending his 

labours, *\° 


APROPOS of music 
halls, what has become 
of the once Great Mac- 
dermott? His name 
has not been starred 
at any of the chief 
music halls for a lon 
time. At one peri 
no programme would 
have been considered 
representative without 
it contained the name 
of this genial come- 
dian, and now — well, 
how have the mighty 
fallen? The public were ever fickle, as many a once popular 
favourite knows too well, but none more 80 than G. H, Macdermott. 


s 

WHAT a pity it is !—but there, it is useless to bewail the fact—the 
Crystal Palace is rather difficult of access, except to those fortunate 
individuals who reside in its immediate neighbourhood ; but, in our 
opinion, were it thrice as awkwardly situated, the really splendid 
manner in which the management is at present catering for the 
amusement of its patrons is more than sufficient to compensate for 
the little troubles of the journey. We have no space to enumerate 
the many attractions—are they not set forth fully in the adver- 
tisement columns of our daily and evening papers ?—but sincere 
admiration compels us to allude especially to the magnificent pyro- 
technic display of those celebrated firework manufacturers, the 
Messrs, Brock, and the charming and tasteful ballet of Little Red 
Riding Hood, which bears the high class and unmistakable stamp 
of Madame Katti Lanner'’s careful supervision, Run down to 
Sydenham one day soon—you'll be delighted. 


s 

WE believe that there are few who would have the courage to 
admit it, except, perhaps, in their inmost souls, but it is, neverthe- 
less, a fact that 
unless one is 
either absurd- 
ly enthusiastic 
on the subject 
of rowing, or 
has a brother, 
cousin or lover 
contesting in 


“eights,” 

mere racing at 

the great water 

carnival at 

Henle x is 

aboutas deadly 

dull and un- 

interesting a 

form of umuse- 

ment as could 

well be ima- 

gined. It's 

all very well 

for a time, but 

one soon gets 

intensely 

weary, and 

were it not for 

the other at- 

tractions inse- 

parable from the Regatta, this annual water /éte would soon 

cease to be the delightful and fashionable function it is, But 

affording, as it does, ample facility for that ever popular pastime, 

flirtation, in addition to the formation of all sorts of delightful im- 
romptu entertainments, picnics, moonlight water excursions, snug 
ittle lunches and even roulette and baccarat parties, Henley 
will hold its own, SLOPER usually manages to get a good deal 

of enjoyment out of it, but then SLOPER’s a genius and possesses 

the happy knack of adapting himself to auy circumstances, 


* 

ARE you fond of portraits? Plenty of them at the Academy, 
you say. Quite eo; but if you want to study this particular art in 
all its perfection, pay a visit to the galleries of the Royal Institute 
of Painters in Water Colours, Piccadilly, where the second exhibi- 
tion of the Society of Portrait Painters is now open. Its really a 
capital show, altogether, whilst there are several works of very 
exceptional merit. ee 

= 


On Friday, June 24th, the Estee Tourist tore himself awa: 


from the side of the sad sea waves au 
ing himself of a cheap 
excursion, ran up to 
town for*an evening's 
jamboree at the South 

ondon Palace. The 
interest evinced in 
the Ancient was very 
gratifying; everybody 
craned their necks to 
see if the change had 
wrought any benefit, @ 
and it was pretty gener- 
ally agreed that the 
salt air was beginning 
to colour the Mouldy 
One's boko. | 


his latest mash, and, avail- 


* 

THE news that the 
Eminent was tempo- 
rarily in town spread 
like an outbreak of 
measles in a board 
school, and he was 
quickly waited on by 

elegates from the va- 
rious Friendly, Trade, 
Benefit and Temper- 
ance Societies of St. 
George's -in-the-East, z 
who implored him to es ere 
take part in and thus give a tone toa Grand Demonstration they 
were pipenizing for Sunday. June 26th, in aid of the funds of 
the Children's Hospital, Shadwell. The Eminent graciously con- 
sented, and with Alexandry as aide-de-camp, received the plaudits 
of the multitude who lined the streets en ruute, 


(Saturday, July 9, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR TUE WELK ENDING JULY 16TH, 1892, 
—— 


10th July, 1870.—Harry Sydney, Comic Vocalist, di ; 
day, aged ri * Perhaps his best sotig’ wens “Good tren pe 
that would well bear revival. i 


— 

llth July, 1891.—The Brazilian newspapers of this da, 
reported that a man named Clemente Viera ey Ly areastets a 
Saimao for cannibalism. The editor of the Cida de Leopolding 
visited Viera in gaol, and to him the prisover admitted that he had 
been in the habit of eating human flesh. He said that the first 
time he had done so was at the house of a friend, Basillis Leandro 
where he assisted the latter ineating a child. He was hungry and 
thus led to partake of the flesh. On the following day, whi, 
returning home, he killed a woman whom he found asleep by the 
roadside, and taking the body home, he lived upon the flesh unti| 
it was consumed, pet ps ge 'y he killed two chtidies, whose flesh 
lasted a fortnight, and after that he killed and ate several others 
Finally he murdered his friend, Basillis weandro, and it was while 
eating him that Viera was arrested. 


Sa 

12th July, 1797.—Charles Macklin, Comedian, died this day. 
aged 107. He was once tried for murder, having poked a atick int, 
a fellow actor's eye ina silly quarrel about a wig. He deeply 
regretted this act, and was really a kind hearted, charitable man, - 


eae cae 
13th July, 1377.—The French who had burnt the towns of 
Newport and Yarmouth, in the Isle of Wight, were this dar 
defeated, and driven cff. Oglander, in his “ Memoirs of the Isle ot 
Wight,” written in 170, gives us the following record of a blessing 
formerly enjoyed by that favoured spot :—“ Thess heard,” says he. 
“and partly know it to be true, that not only heretofore was there 
no lawyer nor attorney in the Isle of Wight, but in Sir Georze 
Cary’s time, 1588, an attorney coming to settle there, was, by his 
command, and with a pound of candles hanging at his sidc al] 
alight, and with bells about his lege, hunted out of the place.” 


ES SO TARE ER in 

14th July, 1890.—Two hardened criminals, named Baillet 
and Duthilleul, who lived by enone and robbing priests in the 
Nord department, were brought up before the assizes of Douai on 
five charges of murder and robbery. The men made each other's 
acquaintance in prison, and while still there planned together 
several of their crimes. Baillet was condemned to death, and 
Duthilleul to hard labour for life. 


a 

15th July, 1823.—The temple at St. Paul's, at Rome, was 
this day destroyed by fire from sparks of a chafing dish, used by 
plumbers, falling on the timber of the roof. 


Ee ae eee 

16th July, 1828.—A singular but fatal accident occurred to 
an infant about uine months old, at Mead Row, near Godalming, 
this day. The wife of a labouring man who lived in a lowly cottaze 
by the roadside, had, during the absence of her husband at work, 
dressed her babe and left it in bed on a stump bedstead, by the 
side of which was a bucket of water she had neglected to remove. 
About half an hour afterwards the infant was found in the 
bucket with its head completely immersed in the water, having, it 
was evident, rulled off the bed into the water, and, although every 
effort was used to restore suspeuded animation, it was unavailing. 
A. SLOPER'S ADDRESS TO THE ELECTORS OF 

SHOE LANE. 


GENTLEMEN,—At the request of several worthy elcctors of this 
borough, who are open to be treated with for their votes and 
interests, either by public auction or private contract, | reluctantly 
come forward to ask your support at the coming Parliamentary 
Election. You very naturally ask my views, and | reply that the 
whole set of twelve—six taken from the beach and six from the 
Chain Pier—are to be had at this office, but, for the benetit of 
those who, in the words of Harry Randall, F.0.8, :— 


“ Loves the faggots, though they smell— , 
But as their penny's down the well, 
They ca-a-n't get at ‘em,” 
I will briefly summarise. 

Iam strongly in favour of State-nided betterment of the lot of 
the farmer, and shall ever support the proposed Bill for the 
Lighting of Villages by their own Sewer gas, Iam also in favour 
of Increasing the number of Village Evening Schools, exclusively 
for Female Pupils big enough to make it Interesting to the 
Teachers to see ‘em home. . 

Many reforms are needed in Shoe Lane, and among those which 
would have my support, would be :— 


(1.) Bigger penn'orths of “fried corks” at the fish shop. 

(2.) The acquirement of a Hot Water Byring and a Pumice Stone 
Quarry for the employés of the Priuting Ink Distillery iu 
Sloper's Alley. 

(3.) The establishment of a free fountain of freckle cure for the 
use of the fair ones of Gough Square during the hot weather. 

(4.) The taxing, not only of Ground Rents, but of Ground Tix 
(sold in skins in various disguises) from the sausage atel:ers 
of Cow Cross, to provide a fund for providing the young 
gentlemen who wait in the Lane for the evening editions of 
the Standard with the music as well as the words of “Maggie 
Murphy's Home.” F 

(5.) The exclusion from Private Bars, where Parlour Prices are 
Chargeable, after 8 P.af., of all minors under fourteen, ¢T 
insane person or idiot (who is not related in any way wit 
promineut people), females, whether unavoidably so or not. 
deserters from the Salvation Army in stringhalted aprovs 
over eighty, Also, any person convicted of a capital offence 
who temporarily cannot cancel the date of their execution 
or executions, . 

(6.) An Act to prohibit all young men over 6 ft.6 in. in height from 
riding dwarf safety bicycles on the ground that they frighten 
children in the rural districts, they taking them to be gra:~- 
hopes on the crouch for a spring. Pee 

(7.) A Meusure to extend a little of the eight hour legislation 
female domestic servants, and a fund for providing them 
with yet another brand of house cleaning soap, 80 that some 
other plan of house cleaning than that of moving the house 
may be discovered. + 

(8.) Free barbers for trimming the beards of the Shoe Lane polic’, 
or those among them whose lives have been embittered *1:¢" 
the fiat for whisker-forcing of eight years back made css 
mats” the vogue. A. SLOPER is assured that many an age 
slop would view his departure from this sphere wil" 
equanimity but for his apprehension of scaring the Serap 
on his arrival in another clime. 5 

(9.) The setting up in all public places of the Sloper Patent Pic 
an admirable little invention for extracting the ever Aiba 
smell of the pickled onion from the breath of the electur ¥"" 
has eaten it. Bos, 

(10.); Not only Free Ulsters for all good churchgoers, but sm 
thing besides boots and a four-in-hand tie to wear under «l- 
and to call in all silk hats of the 1870 pattern and repiac 
them by a later breed. 


These, gentlemen, are but a few of the long-felt public “1” ” 
which | should be delighted to fill—including the long thirstin® 
public wanters—drawing no paltry “party” distinctions betv mv 
the ratepayers and the rate ower. In conclusion, in leavine 
return in your hands, I beg you to Jet there be no eer Ne 
blots or scratchings out about it—go boldly to the polls as ° Sat 

ou can without detection, seize the voting paper firmly a th 
eft hand, holding on to the ballot box with your teeth, and," 
the Government J dipped deep in the ink, inscribe a hearty sh 
Friday X opposite the name of your obliged and obedient eon 

July 9¢h, 1892, A, SLOIE) 


hi 


ker, 
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BAZAAR ——SAZAAR BETTERMENT. ~+'|.~+~+&THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. | £SLOPBI 
(A BIZARRE BALLAD.) 


tain metropolitan Church Bazaar, a few da: 
ee cexhibiter, stating, “ Moderate Prices and No 


placards wore 
thn 


THE Bazaar and its “ sellers " 
Are often thought swindles, 
Which scheme in some “ fellers’ 

Much fury enkindles, 
But here's one that nice is, 
With no diminution— 
It offers cheap prices 
With no persecution, 
This Bazaar most precise is, 
And gives a solution, 
With “ Moderate Prices 
Aud No Persecution.” 


With no kissed flow’ rs for guineas 
Will “Charity ” sirens 
Here tempt poor male ninnies 
Whom “ mashing” environs, 
Yea, the old “ramping” vices 
Meet here execution, 
With moderate _— 
And no persecution. 
Am new scheme (which ch'ice 


is) 
Should bring dissolution 
To those Bazaar prices 
Which are “ persecution.” 
a 


PARLIAMENTARY. 
Jones, So Faddle is going to run 
for Parliament. 
Smith, T was told he w: ol aged to stand for the Borough, 
Brown, | heard he wanted a seat for the hay lady 
Umnes. Avyhow, he's bound to lie a lot before he gets in. 


AN EXPENSIVE OUTBURST. 
Never heard of it?) Oh, impossible! The Bethnal Green and 
nth Hackney Sportin Club was once one of the best known insti- 
tions of the kind in London, and if the compiler of “ Whitaker ” 
id neglect to include it in his List of London Clubs why it only 
owed his beastly b persis that’s all! Ay! it was something 
ke a club, and you'd only got to cast your eye over a sportin 
uper just once to convince you that the B.G.S.H.S.C. harboure 
orld famous patrons of every branch of sport. Why, there'd be 
alfa column of advertisements like this sometimes. 
CoppemM. Alf Bushby and pals hearing so much of the abilities 
Charley Hopper, will play him Pipers three gentlemen for what 
nount he likes, up to ten bob, and cigars for the company present. 
dress: Bethnal Green and South Hackney Sporting Club. 
SHOVE HA‘PENNY, Arthur Hawkins halng informed as Bill 
Villiams is not satisfied 
ith his licking on Satur- 
ay last, will arrange an- 
ther match for not less 
han twelve pots of four 
If, and a side wager if 
sired, Beer to be drawn 
the bar of the Bethnal 
reer and South Hackney 
porting Glub, where Bill 
n be seen any day after 
even, Yes, and there 
ere lots more, too, Bird 
inving, Quoits, Skittles. 
h, it was aclub! Select? 
should just think it was ! 
hy, that was the very 
hing they prided them- 
Iveson! pee Rule 1782, 
Dr justance: mem- 
ry no eee " hat oy - [ 
rerecation, making use of ba langua e, shall @ fine of srz- 
nee for every weed which shall, in the opinion Ser ike comeeion, 
considered unfit for the ears of gentlemen. 
It was a good rule, but it came awfully hard upon one or two of 
em, but—and this brings me to my little story—on none more 
bthan an old fellow boasting the nickname of Jellied Eel Jack 
nd the reputation of being the most accomplished swearer 0} 
mtemporary history. Poor old Jack! he had the greatest 
fiicuity in keeping his tongue in check when inside the club 
rials, and seldom got off for less than eighteenpence a day. But 
¢ memorable night he was playing shell out—and playing it 
div. He couldn't pot a ball, try how he would. Pink, green and 
llow in turns he became with suppressed rage. Five separate 
Rpences he had already poe when at last he got a bit of luck, one 
li was immediately in front of the top left hand corner cket, 
id half a dozen others had been extremely well left, With the 
most care Jack took aim, fired and potted—his own ball. The 
bod rushed to the old man's face; it seemed certain that he was 
bing to drop down in a fit, but he didn’ t, not he. Diving into his 
ket he drew forth a crumpled and somewhat greasy fiver, and, 
Inging it on to the table, shouted, hoarsely, “’Ere, Mr. Secretar: 
keit! If I don't ‘ave a d——n good swear [ shall bust, that's allt 
ke up the inoney! I'll have five quidsworth!” Then he com- 
uced, and those who were present are still prepared to affirm 
mat never have they heard so eloquent, so powerful, so varied, 80 
roughly artistic a display “in all their bloomin’ natural.” 
—— 


GIRLS OF THE 
No. 5 


“FRIV.” 
54.—ZUILA FAVERSHAM. 


UGLy of form and of face 
¢ aN Is im ete of Darkness, 
dion; 
“et ihe deeds of the hase, | 
& Brutal villains portrayed by | 
Miss Braddon. 
Ugly the debits sent in 
By your carpenters, painters 
and plumbers ; 
Ugly the amilingest grin 
Of the maiden of fifty-five 
summefs, 
Ugly the cabdriver's scowl 
W ere you pay him a fare that | 
“ proper’ 
Ugly the piskipacicet s howl 
When he’s copped by a med- 
dlesome copper. 
Ugly the scenes that to us 
In the Chamber of Horrora 
cause sorrow ; 
Ugly the Mouldy One's cuss 
When the price of adrink he 
can't borrow, 
Ugly the horrid eatarrh 
That one gets in the wretched 
wet weather ; 
But “Zu1La ” is uglier far 
Than these horrible things put 
together} 
* ° 
Nay, reader, spare your scorn, I pray ; 
My fervour do not blame; 
Against the girl I don't inveigh— 
1 mean her Christian name! 


a3 


ey 2 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—. 


11 Primrose HILL Stupios, ReGent’s PARK, 
June 2st, 1892. 
GREAT FRIEND OF MAN,—I cannot tell you how highly honoured 
T felt at receiving your much coveted Di oma. Had I been made 
“P.R.A.” straight off the reel, | could hardly have felt happier. 
Again thanking you for the high honour done me, and hoping to 
grow more worthy in the future, believe me, 
Yours very sincerely, MOUAT LOUDAN, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No, 121—HE Does Fourteen Days’ Harp. 
McGoosevey cried, “ Lesh hev a shpree!”’ 
“Come, bathe,” quoth Iky, “in the sea!” 
Fair Tootsie tapes “Pray go with me 

A-sailing in a boat! 
But noble SLOPER answered “ No! 
1 hold those duties, which | owe 
Mankind, more dear than sport. Igo 
To think upon my vote!" 


The Wreck received a score invites 
To bowers replete with rich delights, 
Where he might flirt with brilliant sprites, 
And wet his thirsty throat. 

But such diversions he ta 
“Tis meet,” he wrote, in mournful mood, 
“That in my chamber's solichood 

1 think upon my vote!" 


Oh, valiant soul! oh, king of men! 
For fourteen days, from ten to ten, 
Sat SLOPER in his dismal den, 
From mirth and o jor remote, 
And waded through six years’ 
And balanced pres and cone., that he 
Might in his inmost soul agree 
For whom ‘twere best to vote 


And when the fourteen days were past, 
And his resolve was made at last, 
He travelled up to London fast, 

And on the shoulder smoto 
His chosen candidate, and cried, 
“ My influence, sir, is vast and wide: 
For three-p'un’-ten, whate'er betide, 

I'll sell to you my vote!" 


The candidate made answer thus: 

“You wandering Jew! you vagrant cuss! 

You homeless waif and stray! you wuss 
Than Bedlamite! you goat! 

You workhouse drone! you baleful blot 

On Earth's fair face! you stupid sot ! 

You know confounded well you're NOT 
ENTITLED TO A VOTE!!” 

—— 


CLIFTONVILLE CULTURE. 

BEFORE pretty little Clara Chortleberry was sent to that “ Young 
Ladies’ Finishing Establishment" in the toniest part of Upper 
Margate, she was the sweetest little girl of twelve that ever wore a 
pink overall and shook a bunch of nut brown curls out of the back 
of a starched sun-bonnet. Whata pity some dear little girls can't 
always be twelve! But the day came when she blossomed into 
thirteen: and the matronly Mrs. Chortleberry lowered her frocks 
by four inches, took her skipping-rope away, and gravely talked of 
the necessity for sending her to a “finishing academy.” Old 
Chortleberry didn't quite fall in with the plan—he was a bit of a 
plebeian, as a matter of fact, used to sound the r in dorg, and all 
that kind of thing—but he was so utterly overruled in all things by 
Mrs. C. that, his wishes being set aside, Clara was sent to a school 
at Cliftonville. 

A year passed by, and we saw nothing of Clara, We only won- 
dered whether she was acquiring the many airs and affectations of 
some young ladies of our acquaintance who had been “ finished ” 
at Cliftonville by other names. We were just beginning to flatter 
oursel ves—and 80 was old C.—that Clara was Rroot against all such 
nonsense, whena letter came from Clara to old Chortleberry, which 
was signed in that young lady's much improved handwriting, 
“Your affectionate daughter, Clarissa.” It was an awful blow to 
the r old fellow. 

larissa !' he muttered ; “that’s not the name we christened 
‘a Oh, dear! oh, dear! I knew what it ’ud be!” 

For two days he was inconsolable, but by that time we talked 
him round. He saw a way, he said, to put the sopre per on it. 
Seizing pen, ink and paper, and with the tears still in his eyes, he 
sat down by our side, and, in reply to the letter, wrote— 

“My DEAR CLARIS8A,—Your welcome letteriasa received, Your 
mammaisga and brother Samuelissa were very gladissica to hear from 
you. Uncle Georgeissa, who is stopping along of us, with Aunt 

essivissa, was, too. You will, | am sure, be sorry to hear that the 
old sow, ‘Tigissa,’on which you used to ride, is deadissa; so no 
more just now from your loving PaIssa.” 

Her next letter was signed, “Clara,” 

SE 
SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 2.—THEY MET AGAIN IN LONDON. 


SHE met him on the yellow sands, 
She marked his raiment’s faultless trim, 
She sighed, “ Meseems that houses, lands, 
And countless gold belong to him. 
And well-a-day ! but | would fain 
In Cupid's bonds his heart enchain !” 


He met her on the yellow sands, 
He noted her patrician look, 
He twigged her dainty, snow white hands, 
He sighed, “That maid I fain would hook : 
For such an asure blooded girl 
Must be the daughter of some earl!” 


Although they were not each to each 
Presented a la mode, they two 
Exchanged upon that ‘golden beach 
Soft nothings, as young creatures do, 
But, when a month had passed away, 
They met in London town one day. 


Now, reader, dear, you laugh with glee, 
For with acumen rare you've guessed 

That but a tradesman’s youth was he, 
And she a factory girl ill-dressed, 

But why, good reader, why divine 

Such endin to this tale of mine? 

He was a millionaire ; the girl, 

Though poor, was daughter to an earl; 

And they, who'd met on Ramsgate sa: ‘da, 

In wedlock joined thei their hearts and hands. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

WHEN anything strikes the Dilapidated Dotard’s brain rather 
forcibly, he alwava says, “Oh, thunder!" Does this imply that 
he's thunder-struck 2 

WHAT'S the diff. between SLoPpER looking at his meerschaum 
and SLOPER shedding tears ?—In one case he eyes his pipe; in the 

meer pipes his 78 nt, 

RANSPOSE a famous yac 

And a mountain pass cont a spot. t+ Teerna (Ravine). 

i be “General * Election : ‘Electing to become a follower 
of Mr. Booth 

THE Song of the Electrician: “Ohm, Sweet Ohm!” 


| another, as the weird 


223 
eee ee ee 


SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 


THE WICKED WORLD. 


CH APTER Vv; 
“By Jove, it isan Italian bagpiper!" exclaimed one of a group 
of bearded and topbooted men, who were sitting at two small deal 
tables driuking champagne at the balcony of a gaudy saloon. 


“It is an Italian bagpiper!" 


The men were evidently miners, who were in town on that sort 
of pleasure expedition which is generally termed a “buster.” They 
were mostly all full of enjoyment and much previous drink. 

“It isa piper, and a jolly pretty girl with him, too!" exclaimed 
squeak and grunt of the pipes and the rattle 
of the tambourine came nearer where they were se: ated, 

“ Haven't seen a pifferaro man since | ieft home,” said another. 

“An' I'll set u Ay drink in honour of the event, blowed if I 
don't!!" said the fi 

“Good for veaond man!" shouted the others. 

The volunteer was a finely built specimen of the Anglo-Saxon 
race. As he lolled lazily in the wooden seat, he was the picture of 
good humoured strength ; and though his blue eye suggested soft- 
ness of will, there was a firm set about the corners of his mouth 
which suggested he could be stern if he chose. 

Ere the fresh supply of champagne had been brought, the Italian 
musicians had approached the saloon where the men were seated, 
and shyly the girl approached with extended tambourine to receive 
the reward for their music, 

“By Jove, she is a pretty girl!” exclaimed Bill Marsden, a 

tle browed 

lowering man, 

who sat near- 

est the girl as 

she approach- 

ed. “Say, my 

fie give usa 
isa,” he con- 
tinued, as he 
threw his arm 
round her 


waist. 

“Say, Bill 
Mars d en 
cheeseit,’ "anid 
the blue eyed 
Anglo-Saxon, 
lazily 
“Cheese it ff 
once, and let 
the girl a-bee. 
| won't have 
it!" 

“You won't 
have it! And 
who the devil 
are you that [ 
need care 
whether 
you'd have it 
bad want it?” exclaimed Marsden, as he still held the girl in his 

Tas “She ain't your sister, | think.” 
0; but she’s probably somebody's sister, so drop it at once,” 
ecninued the Saxon, as he lazily took his hands from his pocket. 

“Well, I sha'n't!" said Marsden; but ere he had spoken, the 
blue eyed man was beside the frightened girl and her captor. 

The latter at once saw he would require both hands, and released 
the girl and struck at his opponent. The blow spent itself in the 
air, and a forcible one two, on his frontispiece taught him to bea 
little less precipitate. Ray idly blow after blow was exchanged or 
parried, till at last full facer cougnt Marsden between the eyes, 
and he reeled backwards and fell. 

“Daresay that should be enough for him for one dose,” remarked 
the girl's defender, as he Inzily sat down on the chair he had 
vacated, and lifted a glass of the champagne to his lips. 

i Very retty scrimmage,” remarked one of his companions ; 
“think I'll set up the drinks in honour of it. Waiter, more cham: 

gne. Say, Jack, if you haven't painted the town quite red, you 

ave made a satisfactory job of Marsaden's snout. Here, my girl,” 
he continued to the tambourinist, “here is something for you,” 

The frightened ? 
girl approached, 
and the digger 
dropped something 
into the tambou- 
rine, The man who 
had been called 
Jack held out some- 
thing, but the girl 
withdrew her hand, 
muttering, in excel- 
lent English— 

“Not from you! 
not from you! All 
lask from you is to 
know your name.’ 

“My name! 
Oh!” 

“Curses on you, 
Jack Milford! Vil 
be revenged for 
this!” roared 
Marsden, who had 
recovered from the 
stinging blow, but 
was atill sitting on 
the ground. 

“Jack Milford! 
1 shall remember 
that name, signor,” 
said the girl,as she 
hastened to join | Eee 
Italian companio 

“Jack Mi ord =!" muttered a man ina rusty suit and plug 
hat, who was healt at an adjacent table, “that is my mark, aud L 
have found him pretty easy, [ do think.” 

(10 be cuntinued next week.) 


Approached with extended tambourine, 


In w rusty suit. 
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THB “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. JUST HIS LUCK. 


“ Wonder what the boy thinks of me? Seems struck by 
my # ppearance Vokes me fora dnehess atten: 7 


( mei 


No. 263,—M. LEOPOLD WENZEL, F.O.S. 


“It is with sincere pleasure that we this week present to our 10d i ted I: 4 
myriad Tealors a likeness of the talented musician who Harry (0 een companion seated on sand). I say, Tom, what a lucky fellow Brown is, jicicdidh ecw. weed wieiee we aren 
ules the destinies of perhaps the most important department of Tom. What's up now ? ‘ sel/_ made man. 4 


the Empire, whose clever and tuneful music is listened to and Harry. Why, it was only last Tuesday thet he took out a life insurance policy for £10,000, and he died Tomkins, Well, sir, yon may be; but I don't think 


applauded with so much rapture night after night at the a rie : = 
palace of ballets and varieties in Leicester Square, It was our yesteruay. you've any grent reason for gratitude to your creator, 


original ene to append the usual minutely correct Dire 

phical sketch of the most important incidents in the career 0! 

our hero, but, unfortunately, his knowledge of English is some- U NAPPRECIATED SYM PATHY. 
what limited at present, and although the Eminent, who rather, ‘ 
plumes himself upon his acquaintance with the Gallic tongue, 

as he afterwards expressly put it, ‘parley vood himself hoarse “— 

extraordinary as it may seem. positively failed to get M. Wenzel 

to understand one of his many questions, Our readers must, 

therefore, content themselves with the information that he is 

delighted with England and with the kindness he has expe- 

rienced ; that he is beloved exceedingly by every member of his 

clever orchestra, from the first fildies to the big drum and 

cymbals, and that it was chietly because hes a talented com- 

poser, that he was create! I'.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 

Merit’ presented to him, May 7th, 1892."—Debrett Jmproved. 


“UNCERTAIN, COY AND HARD TO PLEASE.” 


Ethel. Go away, you horrid man! (Aside.) I wish I'd put on 
my new bathing dress. 


—_ 
5) 

(1), Barney O'Sullivan (with deep feeling). “ Och! Patsey, my bonchal, so it's bhoy- if ye'll not take a sup yersilf, bedad, Oi'll finish the bottle fur ye mesilf! Betad, 0111 
cottin’ ye they're afther, is it? Dad luck to ‘em! Shure ‘tis yourself ‘Il be shtarved to niver desert ye."——(4), *Whirrvoo! Begorrah, Oi'll give se a jig, ye devil, an’ set 
death entoirely! Ochone! ‘tis a tirrible ind ; but, begor! it grieves me to the sowl if that'l—(Aie!)—rouse ye. Wake up, ye spalpane! Welt the flure, an’ make tht 
to see ye takin’ it 80 much to heart! Shure Oi ve just lovked in like a good neighbour slates an’ windies floy! Up wid ye, ye mane slpirited praty-bogle ! "——(5). “Och 
to cheer ye up, me poor bhoy.’—(2). * Faix, here's an illigaut bottle av whisky ye begor! don’t talk av the thruutle in -(hie!)—leash. Not the— hie! )—bhoy d shert 
have here, too! Look at that, now! Shure a dhropav the cratur wud cheer ye up frind, Shtop wid ye fur a month, begorrah !"——(6). “Shure ‘tis an ungrateful divil 
loike a charrm, and, bedad !. Barney O'Sullivan's the man to share the last dirop wid he is, afther all. ‘Shpent the—(Ate/)—day wid him, and what thanks do (i git? 
a disthressed frind! Here's betther fortune to ye, Pat,”——(3). “Och, poor cratur, Bhoycott him, isit? Bedad, they should dynnamuite the spalpaue !” 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. WHAT IS IN STORE FOR US—PERHAPS. A FASHION NOTE. 


alg 
; ile peri si 
Pavior (to cyclist, aismayed at far reaching perspective of new \ 
macadam), Don't be afeared on it, guv'nor; somebody's got ; ’ British Farmer, Well, if this weather goes on, I shall give up : “ 
ter ‘ammer it in, and every little ‘elps, don'tcherknow. No. 17.—Gertrude. corn and sheep and take to water-cress and ducks. The Secretary.—The Intest Parisian novelty. 
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